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With this issue the Kaimin enters upon another epoch 
in its career and it is surrounded by every condition favor- 
able to its higher development. Every year brings with 
it a new incentive for better work and a higher standard, 
and urges us on to more ambitious results. We hope, with 
the aid of the students, to present material of as high a 
grade as the University can produce, to make the Kaimin 
a literary production, and we are sure that our hopes will 
be realized. We know the students of the University of 
Montana are capable of furnishing their college organ 
with the best material, and we expect them to do it. To 
those who may not have been informed regarding the 
name of our publication, we will say that “Kaimin” is 
Flathead Indian for “writing,’ or “things written,” and is 
pronounced as if spelled “Kymeen.”
To the new students (and there are a bewildering num­
ber of them this year) The Kaimin extends a hearty wel­
come. To the old students belongs the honor of giving 
to an institution that atmosphere of at-homeness and ac­
customedness, and to maintain the best traditions and 
whatever individuality the institution may have developed 
during its existence. But it remains for the new students 
to infuse into college life a new enthusiasm and energy, 
and to bring with them that breezy seriousness and deter­
mined amiability which give to hard work its pleasurable 
features.
A few words of advice or suggestion may be apropos. 
There are other things in university life demanding the 
attention of the student than the preparing and reciting 
of lessons. The University is for the student, and it is 
his duty and privilege to get all he can out of it. Educa­
tion is not the mere accumulation of facts, but it is the 
process by which an all-round culture and development 
may be attained, and it is an almost unpardonable sin for 
a student to allow the opportunities that are offered to him 
to slip by unnoticed. So,in order that those who are enter­
ing college for the first time, ignorant, perhaps, of the
value of these opportunities, we venture to offer a few sug­
gestions.
In the first place, every student of the University is 
a member of the Athletic Association. Do not let your 
interest in it cease with the signing of your name. Iden­
tify yourself with athletics in every way possible. This 
is a very important part of your college life, for it is as much 
through athletics as any other thing connected with the 
'Varsity that the institution compels recognition, not to 
mention the good it does you personally. Be loyal to your 
Alma Mater. Get your colors the very first thing and 
wear them on every occasion where good taste permits it. 
The colors represent the three important mineral products 
of the state—copper, silver and gold—and in wearing them 
you honor not only your institution but your state. Join 
the societies. Nothing will give you more practical benefit 
or more genuine pleasure than the work of the literary so­
cieties, if you do it properly, and it does for you what no 
other part of university life can do. Turn out to football 
practices, as well as the games, and encourage the boys 
all you can. You will find that it will give you as much 
pleasure as it does them. These are only a few hints. 
Other duties will crop up for your attention as you proceed 
in your course, and it remains for you to decide what to 
do with them.
The editors of the Kaimin feel called upon to make 
their usual appeal to the students regarding contributions 
of material for the pages of the paper. After the first 
issue we are going to add two more pages of literary mat­
ter and two of advertising. That means twelve pages to 
be filled by the students instead of ten, as heretofore. Of 
these twelve pages, an average of four will be taken up by 
the locals and exchanges, leaving the other eight to be 
furnished by the students—an average of 9,600 words. 
That does not mean that the editors are to do it. The work 
of the literary editors is properly the collection and ar­
rangement of material—not the production of it Hereto­
fore the students have not responded very generously when 
called upon to contribute, and the editors have been com­
pelled to furnish, to a great extent, whatever literary mat­
ter has been published. As the Board of Editors is decided 
by competition the result has been that the editorial staff 
has remained substantially the same for the past two years 
The Kaimin is the property of the student body; it s of 
the students, for the students and should be by the stu­
dents. We appeal, therefore, to you to contribute, to its 
columns, whether asked to do it or not. We know there 
are a large number of students who are capable of pro­
ducing excellent work, but we cannot know the ability of 
each individual, and, consequently, it is impossible for us 
to ask, always, for material. In a general way we ask 
you to contribute anything that you think will be of inter-
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est—stories, essays, poems, descriptions—anything you 
consider good. And, as a final and most important appeal, 
let us ask you to have your material in on time. We pro­
pose to have the paper out by the fifteenth of every month, 
and all contributions must positively he in the hands of 
the editor-in-chief a week before that, at the very latest.
At a special meeting of the Athletic Association on 
September 28th the preparatory students brought up the 
rather threadbare subject of the representation of their 
department in the Board of Directors of the Athletic Asso­
ciation. At present the preparatory department is entitled 
to one director, the collegiate to two. Owing to the fact 
that the majority of the students are preps, or to some 
other equally doubtful reason, the latter demand another 
director. Now, if the preparatory students could be made 
to see even a little clearly, they are being treated excep­
tionally well, to be given one director, for the preparatory 
department is not, strictly speaking, the University. We 
would like to have the pleasure of beholding some of our 
ambitious preps, in one of the older colleges of the United 
States, where even the freshmen are held in subjection on 
kccount of their. youth and inexperience. We are rather 
inclined to believe they would be in a frame of mind best 
described by the expression “small favors thankfully re­
ceived.” But in the U. of M. the preparatory department 
has been treated with unusual generosity in everything 
Connected with ’Varsity life. It is true that most of our 
athletes last year were from the preparatory department, 
and we appreciate the work they did for us, but it is an 
open secret that we were forced to rely upon them because 
of the scarcity of collegiate students who were willing to 
play football. At any rate, our record in athletics last 
year was not such a howling success, although we realize 
that our boys did the best they could. This is the collegi­
ate argument. However, we would not object so much to 
the demands of the sub-departur-nt, if they were the de­
mands of that department, but they are not. They are the 
agitations of two or three students, who actualy arose in 
the meetings and told their followers how to vote, and the 
latter obeyed blindly. We venture to assert that there 
was not one student out of ten who knew what he was vot­
ing for. It strikes us that our contests are assuming 
somewhat of the elements of our state politics.
A F E W  P O IN T S  OF T H E  RACE P R O B LE M .
As the mists of the Civil war lifted, exposing the shat­
tered ruins of the institution of slavery, and a south pros- 
prostrate and bleeding from that tremendous shock, a giant 
task confronted the American people. The record of the 
work of reconstruction has found a place in the archives 
of the nation’s history. Notwithstanding the mistakes that 
were made the rebuilding of the new south stands as one 
of the brightest achievements of American patriotism.
Although thirty-five years have elapsed since north 
and south met on the field of battle, there is yet work to 
be done. Lynch law, race riots, and the ever increasing 
jealousy of the whites, of the negroes’ constitutional fran­
chise; as manifested in the recent red shirt movement in 
the state of North Carolina, are evidences of the gravity, 
perplexity and import of this problem. These evidences
must be eliminated from the daily record of our national 
life. Then, and not until then, will the reconstruction of 
the new south be consummated.
It has been said that the black has profited little from 
his thirty-five years of freedom and contact with civiliza­
tion. This statement is a thoughtless one. From the time 
that the negro was given the rights of American citizen­
ship, his struggle has been a bitter one against the preju­
dice and aversion of the whites. These are the barriers 
that have ever obstructed his path of progress, and kept 
hidden from him the noble aspect of life. But in spite of 
all this he has given to us types of men, of which we, as 
Americans feel justly proud—-men whose characters speak 
much for the future of the race. Such men as Frederick 
Douglas, and Booker, T. Washington have done, and will 
do more towards the solution of this problem than any 
other human agencies.
We can no longer look upon segregation as a remedy 
for this evil. As a process it is too slow and too great a 
task to be attempted. The negro by association has become 
too firmly established in the black belts of the south. 
There he must remain and work out his destiny. Time has 
proved that assimilation can never solve this problem. 
From the character of the two races it would bu;t contam­
inate and vitiate both. The two must ever remain dis­
tinct. Each has its mission to fulfill. When black Amer­
ica is brought to realize this, it will some day teach the 
world as grand a lesson, in its way, as white America.
With the birth of the Hampton institute a new gleam 
of hope flashed across the shadow of this impending prob­
lem. Already the plan that was originally represented by 
,the above named school has borne its first fruits, and to­
day throughout the south we have a number of institutions 
builded only for the benefit of the negro. These institu­
tions alone can teach the black the duties of true citizen­
ship, and reveal to him the possibilities that the manhood 
of his race may achieve .
Education must wage the battle alone. Let us hope 
that the twentieth century, whose dawn is so full of gold­
en promise, may crown it victor. Then may the keystone 
of the higher civilization be placed, and proclaim to the 
world the principle of universal brotherhood. G. S.
A U N T  E V E L Y N .
No one who has ever seen myAunt Evelyn could for one 
moment doubt that she had been born with a mission nor 
that the mision for which she was destined was that of a 
comforter.
She has nursed one through the measles, small-pox,and 
brain fever, and often under her gentle ministrations 1 
have felt inclined to cry out “Oh pain, where is thy sting?” 
Who can fitly describe the magic of those firm white 
hands as they stole fever from the throbbing brow or soft­
ened down the pillow? And the weary troubled mind 
soon lost all consciousness of care, moved by enchantment 
of voice and thought; then it was soothing just to watch 
Aunt Evelyn glide about with that peculiar rhythm of mo­
tion, and a face so full of sympathy and cheer. There may 
be those who would not call her face beautiful, but there 
are also many who class it amng the loveliest on earth, 
and I am one of that number.
I never knew Aunt Evelyn’s age; she still looks young, 
although there is a minister in the pulpit whom she picked 
up a ragged urchin and educated; there is a seminary for 
the edification of homeless girls which she was the means
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of organizing at least fifteen years ago; but not a hair of 
her head is silvered, and there is scarcely a wrinkle on the 
broad, white brow. All this does not seem strange, how­
ever to those who know her well; for she is never ill, never 
worried, never out of temper.
One day while suffering in a fit of melancholy, I asked, 
“Aunt Evelyn, don’t you ever have the blues?”’ “My dear,” 
she answered, “I’m too busy; besides my profession gives 
me so many aches and pains to analyze that • my own are 
forgotten.” Then I was overcome with the realization of 
how she had become absorbed in her work; of the utter un­
selfishness of her life, both as nurse and physician, of the 
excellent friend she made to all classes; and looking up into 
the deep blue eyes out of which the eternal beauties of her 
soul shone, I exclaimed, “Aunt Evelyn, you are an angel! ” 
For a moment she did not reply, but slowly bowed her 
head and a glistening tear fell on my hand. Extreme sur­
prise seized me. What possessed Aunt Evelyn to shed a 
tear? Had I at last some clue to the hidden sentiment I 
always felt had existed somewhere underneath the calm ex­
terior of her noble life? “Child,” said she musingly, “twen­
ty years since some one Very dear uttered your absurd 
words to me.”
“Aunt,” I asked, with a certain awe in my voice, “who 
was it?”
And thereupon I felt myself the most privileged of 
mortals, for I knew that Aunt Evelyn meant to take me in­
to her confidence.
She seated herself in a low rocker before the drawing 
room window, around which climbing vines formed a frame 
work of living green and beyond which opened an expanse 
of country far famed for the witchery its scenery cast o’er 
the beholder. For several moments she looked quietly out, 
and at first I imagined there was something pensive in her 
mood, but as she sank back into the chair , her face wore 
an expression of almost perfect peace. She reached up and 
removed from her hair the four or five amber pins that 
held it, and the heavy coils of gold brown fell about her 
shoulders. Aunt Evelyn was unconscious of her action; 
she always loosed her hair whenever she gave herself up to 
relaxation or rest.
“Well, dear,” said she clasping my hand and drawing 
me to a low seat beside her, “it is a very simple little story, 
but it is beautiful and from it you will learn how I came 
to accept the work for which I am sure the Father intend­
ed me; that occupation in which I have been so content 
and happy all these years, for circumstances, Dolly, con­
tribute to our happiness only in so much as they bring us 
into a cheerful acceptation of the good work which we are 
best fitted to perform,” and now the speaker’s voice rippled 
on, melting into that perfect cadence to which I so loved to 
listen. “As you already know, long ago my father was the 
foreman of a.large cattle ranch in Montana. In the spring 
of the year I was twelve, a tall, dark stranger came to our 
home, whom, child as I waS,I recognized as more handsome 
than, and superior in manner to any gentleman I had ever 
met. The young man asked for employment and, although 
he gave very little information concerning himself and his 
I>ast career, my father, who was a good judge of human na­
ture, liked his appearance and hired him.
“For many weeks I scarcely saw him, and then it was 
only while he was on duty with the other men who lived in 
a building set apart for them.
“After a time, however, my father grew interested in 
the stranger and as his liking increased, occasionally in­
vited him to spend an evening in our house.
“At these times my mother who was a fair musician, 
and possessed a fine contralto voice, often contributed mu­
sic to the entertainment; and sometimes, though seldom, 
the stranger sang; and oh, what a glorious voice he had! 
but it was sad, my dear, always sad; the music, words and 
voice—so touching that when I first heard it, I pulled the 
w'hite kerchief from my little gown and wept. J did not shed 
tears as children usually do either, I never remember hav­
ing wept but once before, and that was while standing by 
m y  baby sister’s coffin. When Mr. Roberts ceased sing­
ing, I hastily wiped my eyes; he regarded me gravely a mo­
ment, then a tender smile lighted his face while he asked 
very gently of mother, ‘The little girl, does she sing?’ My 
mother replied, ‘Evelyn can never be persuaded to sing 
save to her pets.’
“ ‘Pets?’ he questioned, then added in an undertone, 
‘Ah, of course she would have them.’
I think it was near a week after this, on a very warm 
day; when, while standing in the doorway I was startled 
b$ the shrill cry of a bird, and at once suspected the cause. 
I started from the door and beheld Tiger our old cat, run­
ning off with a young robin in his clutches; I flew after 
him screaming at the top of my voice, and he dropped the 
the poor little red-breast bleeding at my feet. I snatched it 
up and hurriedly bathed the wound in cold water, then &o- 
ing back underneath the big tree (on the limb of which 
still rested the bird’s empty nest. I dampened green leaves 
and lay the tiny suferer on them. As I sat, my hands clasp­
ed, watching with intense interest, a hand was laid gently 
on my head, and looking up I met the dark beautiful eyes of 
Mr. Roberts. “Evelyn,” said ne, “you are an angel! The Im­
pulse that prompts you to do this thing is from Heaved”
“Oh, sir, will it live, do you think?” He knelt down 
and tenderly examined the little bird. “No child,” he re­
plied, “it will die.” Then there was a pause during which 
the litle life took flight. The stranger then hollowed out a 
place in the sand and carefully covered over the tiny 
corpse; and I seing him do this, gave him all my heart 
with a quick unreasoning impulse and with all of an affec­
tionate child’s ardor and impetuosity. He would never be 
a stranger again to me.
“Little girl,” said he turning toward me, “if the women 
of the earth but cared for the waifs of humanity as you 
care for a wounded bird, how many aching souls and bod­
ies might claim peace today. When you grow to woman­
hood, I wonder, Evelyn, whether you will outgrow your 
compassion for the suffering; or child, do you let your 
sympathies develop, your fingers grow deft in caring for 
these lower beings, so that one day you may go as a spirit 
of comfort to humanity’s maimed and broken-hearted.’
I do not know that I grasped all his meaning then very 
clearly, but I replied, “Whatever I see that needs me, 
sir, I wil help it all I can.”
“God, Himself will not ask more, litlle one,” he replied.
After the incident related, Mr. Roberts and I became 
close companions; It would be impossible to tell all the 
pleasure he brought into my child-life; he was so sympa­
thetic, gentle and kind, was ever interested in all my un­
dertakings, desires and fancies; then in turn he spent 
hours in telling me of the lands he had visited; their 
beautiful scenery, and differences in their inhabitants. 
He told of many great cities famous in art and classics, 
and best of all, he loved to speak of London, great gloomy 
London with all of its mystery, romance and tragedy. As 
he conversed with me, gradually the story of his early life 
unfolded. He had been born in England, and was the eld-
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est son of very wealthy parents, but when about 17 years 
of age his mother had died, and his father remarried. 
The step-mother had been anxious to claim the property 
for ner own children, so made it appear that Philip Rod- 
erts had committed a deed little less than a crime. Being 
unable to convince his father that he was innocent, Philip 
left home and had wandered ever since.
Once while telling me this part of his story, he sud­
denly ceased, and taking a few steps backward, stood di­
rectly facing me. “Child,” said he, and the tones of his 
voice came to me like the notes of an aeolian harp, pos­
sessing the same music and pathos, “Child you are pure as 
an angel, and they say that in perfect innocence there is 
an instinct unerring; look at me with those great blue, 
eyes of yours, and tell me whether or not I anx base and 
unworthy, tell me, do you think I am capable of crime?” 
Ah how clearly I can see even today the outline of that 
noble head! I looked deeply into the dark restless eyes, 
scanned each feature and smiled. I walked quietly over 
to him and clasping his hand in both of mine, I raised ipy 
face saying simply, “I know that you are good, you are. my 
hero sir, I love you; but why are you so restless and un­
happy? Doesn’t  our America please you? Aren’t there 
others to think of besides your step-mother? And surely, 
sir, you would not let the money make you discontented.” 
He took my face in his hands and gazed intently on it, 
while a strange smile parted his lips. “Ah, little one how 
can I explain to you, how can I look into your eyes, clear 
and serene as yonder heavens and tell you what I feel; 
how can your heart partaking of that peace which unearth­
ly things possess, know of the poisoned arrows that pierce 
and tear mine?”
He went on, and all the while I felt as though he were 
addressing himself more than me. “You have not even a 
conception of evil; there is no picture in your mind and I 
think scarce an instinct by which I might make you con­
ceive aught of the world’s mad strife, its crime, ambition, 
desolation, despair.”
“But, sir,” I Interrupted, “why did you learn so well of 
all these things if to know them is such pain?”
“Why? Evelyn, because few can go through life with­
out knowing them, because men must know of them and 
wrestle with them; but God grant child, that you may nev­
er drain the lees of this knowledge as I have. May your 
guardian angel ever shut you from the evil things of life, 
yet Evelyn, when weary, sin-tortured hearts come to you, 
do not refuse them entrance to your pity and your love.” 
“But sir, I heard mamma tell Willie the other day, that 
Jesus sympathises with us so fully because he knows all 
about us; how shall I know what to do for those you,say 
will Come to me, if I do not understand them and the world 
that has made them suffer?”
“You are my teacher, Evelyn, you are right, you must 
understand them; then dear child, be a water lily, and 
though you may be compelled to be surrounded by the dark 
sordid things of the world, take unto yourself naught but 
that which will unfold in purity and beauty.”
I did not understand him entirely, but it fillled my 
/child’s heart with joy to hear him speak of my future life 
as something so great and good; and all that night I dream 
ed of carrying water lilies to pale-faced children,
It was a beautiful sunset, roseate purple and golden 
hues commingled, forming that which to the poetic imag­
ination seemed a gorgeous gateway to the city of pearl.
1 wandered out, as I often did, alone,to view the close of 
some beautiful day; to muse and wonder, feeling within a
kind of ecstacy that I cannot explain. The Father of the 
Universe seemed very near to me.
I passed on, heedless of where my feet were taking me, 
when suddenly I beheld Mr. Roberts lying a few yards in 
front of me; I knew that he was hurt, perhaps killed, but 
I did not scream nor faint; although as I drew nearer and 
beheld the deep gash on his forehead and the grass about 
smeared with blood, a sensation of suffocation and death­
ly sickness came over me. I dropped by his side and placed 
my hand on his breast which was slowly rising and falling; 
;then I ran to a spring near by, and taking off the little 
white apron which by chance I wore, dipped it in the clear 
water and hastening back, placed it upon the wounded 
man’s temple. The eyelids moved a little and a moan of pain 
escaped the lips.
Feet swift as the wind took me home, where I told my 
father of the terrible accident that had befallen Mr.Roberts. 
“I was afraid of it,” he answered, “his horse just returned 
saddled. I told him the animal was dangerous; Morris, 
go for the doctor immediately. Evelyn, take me to Mr. 
Roberts.”
The injured man was carried home and carefully at­
tended; the wounds while deep anu painful, proved not to 
be of the serious nature we had feared.
During the two weeks he was confined to his bed I be­
came a kind of secondary nurse; carried him flowers, read 
to him and waited upon him in such various ways as I 
thought would please. “Child,” said he one day, “my in­
tuition was light; somewhere in the Bible it says, ‘To.some 
are given the gift of healing.’ That is God’s gift to you Eve­
lyn.” Just then a letter was brought, Mr. Roberts read it 
slowly then threw it aside. “Evelyn, the summons has 
■come, I must return to my world at once; but I shall not 
forget you child,nor your promise to me. Do not forget 
your sacred calling.” He abruptly stopped speaking and 
looked as though he would measure the whole strength of 
my soul. “But, oh child,” he continued, “if the world 
should corrupt you, make you heartless and vain, how I 
should curse myself that I had influenced you to go into 
the multitude; how much better it were that you should 
forever dwell where the eye of Heaven alone beheld you, 
than to become a weed.”
“I will remember the water lily, sir.”
“God grant it, and now goodbye, Evelyn. Whenever 
I shall attempt to call a celestial vision to my mind, child, 
it will merge into one calm, pure face.”
And so he left, and for a time I was very lonely, but 
my heart was constantly filled with the beautiful ideas con­
cerning my future life.
My father laughed at first, when I seriously told him 
that I was to become a nurse; but finally he said,“Daughter 
if you feel that your calling, I shall put naught in your 
way.”
Six months afterward my lather received a $600 note 
to be used upon my future education. Mr. Roberts begged 
that it might not be taken as a gift in any sense; he said 
that it was merely “an investment of charity fund,” that 
he knew of no way in which that sum of money would 
eventually bring so much comfort and relief to the unfortu­
nate. You know all the rest, Dolly; how I studied, became 
a nurse and then a physician; I worked diligently because 
lives were at stake, I never sought fame but my services 
have become highly appreciated; for the rest I have been 
far happier than most people. A novelist would end the 
tale differently, he might make something perhaps, out 
of the only romance my life has ever known, but God’s
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ways and man’s are different. The friend who so inspired 
me and wafted the whole course of my life higher, has his 
work on one side of the globe, and I on the other. If I were 
to write tales of romance I should endeavor to make them 
true to life.”
“Aunt Evelyn,” said I, my voice choked with sobs, “you 
are a  wonderful physician, but don’t  ever write a story, I 
simply couldn’t  bear it.”
She smiled sweetly saying, “It is the old way, dear 
child, we first dream that life is beauty but awaken to find 
it duty.”
It was late in the day, when, answering the door bell, I 
met a stranger who inquired for “Miss Evelyn Everett.” 
There was a dangerous case he said, and she was de­
sired immediately, to consult with a physician from Chi­
cago.
Aunt Evelyn hurriedly obeyed the summons, the car­
riage whirled her away. A few minutes after the arrival 
at her destination she was completely absorbed in re­
lieving the patient; she had taken no heed of any other 
occupant of the room; presently, however, as the sufferer 
grew quiet she raised her head and beheld the consulting 
physician. The tall man’s dark, intense eyes were already 
upon her, she was startled and fascinated. What made 
that strong face with the capacious brow and grey and jet­
ty locks seem so familiar? The man spoke first, and as 
his voice reached her even, she thrilled and trembled.
“It is Evelyn,” said he, “I could not mistake, it is the 
child Evelyn developed to womanhood, it is the Bud a 
Water Lily.”
As it happened, the patient was a relative of Philip 
Roberts, and the doctor’s kindred knowing that he was in 
Chicago temporarily, had sent for him.
It was not long after the incident related, that Aunt 
Evelyn and Dr. Roberts came walking up the path toward 
our house. Aunt Evelyn’s face had always been peaceful, 
but now it was radiant. I approached, and I shall not soon 
forget the delicate blush that suffused my dear aunt’s face 
as she brushed the hair from my ear to whisper: “The 
story will end as you desired. You are the best novelist, 
the best prophet dear.” I mounted the steps proud in my 
“I told you so.” Later, however, when I heard Aunt Eve­
lyn mention something about going to London, I said re­
proachfully, “You are going away? and you always said 
you loved America and your work here so much!”
“And so I do, dear,” she gently replied, “but can’t you 
understand that ”tis not because I love Caesar less, but 
Rome more.” And I wondered for a moment what possi­
ble connection Dr. Roberts could have with Rome; then 
my aunt continued, “But I shall not give up my work, Dol­
ly. I shall always help and consult with Dr. Roberts, and 
I shall take you across the sea with me one of these days, 
darling, so don’t look so dejected.”
Aunt Evelyn, said I gravely after a moment, “you and 
Dr. Roberts are very strong-minded individuals, you were 
both so competent to work and manage for yourselves, 
you were separated so entirely and for so long—I am just 
beginning to understand now; how exceedingly wise Emer­
son was when he said, “There must be a very two, before 
there can be a very one.”
ESTELLA BOVEE.
P O E T R Y  OF A M E R IC A .
No one who has any idea of the essentials of true poe­
try can doubt that, while antiquity was the mid-day of po­
etic splendor, modernity is the twilight of its dim obscur­
ity. The modern period, we are told, is necessarily prosaic; 
its activity requires minds acquainted with the ups and 
downs of finance; mathematical calculation has supplanted 
fancy; the cold stern gaze of the real estate agent, the flat­
tering look of the greedy merchant, the scheming, wily ex­
pression of the politician, are the only faces we meet today; 
while the dreamy, romantic countenance of the bard is no 
longer to be found.
To an observer the words of Dickens will seem very 
true today; he termed the Americans a gloomy race, striv­
ing only after wealth; never could this assertion be made 
more truthfully than now.
The effects of this stern, hurry-bustle-and-gain spirit 
of our times are already noticeable on our literature; liter­
ature paints the predominary demon of its age; the wars of 
old were the theme of the ancient poet and historian; the 
romantic adventures of mediaeval times produced the trou­
badour, the songful mimic singer, and gave us a Tasso and 
Shakespeare; knighthood, the love of honor, the pleasures 
of nature stand forever inscribed on the pages of mediaeval 
literature.
The muse, however, does not thrive in American soil; 
if she has thrived it was years ago; Longfellow’s “Evan­
geline” is the only production we love to call distinctly 
American; but even “Evangeline” tells of French customs, 
and hence is primarily based on foreign material. The 
great works of all American poets with the exception, per­
haps, of Bryant, have been drawn from foreign fountains. 
Bryant, genius though he was, and American in all his ly­
rics, has given us no great work.
Hence there seems to be no material on native soil. 
In Germany, Goethe drew his Faust from traditions of folk­
lore; his Hermann and Dorothea were born on native soil; 
but the Germans are essentially a poetic people; poetry 
breathes in every word of their language; you find it in 
their common every day expressions. Goethe’s works, too, 
became immensely popular. But could any American poet 
find favor by producing a work embodying the spirit of our 
times? No. Why? Because the spirit is prosaic; no matter 
how great a genius he may be, he must either revert to the 
past for material or describe those domestic manners which 
are not yet rooted out by modern “push and go,” that is, he 
must have recourse to modern simplicity; even this is fast 
disappearing. Modern invention has taken much of the 
practical charm from the home of the “laboring swain.” 
It were folly and ignorance to deplore the fact; modern ac­
tivity requires it. Hence, in modernity the poet can find 
little or no material for an epic. Never before were poetry 
and the other arts so entangled and humiliated as today; 
take phylosophy, for example: it has but a barren arena, 
where many different opinions are duelling and truth is 
sacrificed to the erroneous conclusions of would-be ser­
vants.
Though the modern prosaic condition of affairs be re­
sponsible for the lethargy of the native muse, it is not the 
only culprit; another is our national love of imitation; for­
eign fashion is too readily adopted by our aristocracy; 
there is nothing steadfast in us, nothing original save in­
vention in mechanical art.
Now, since the aristocracy are the particular patrons of 
literature, it follows that the productions of a foreigner are 
preferred to native genius; only after an American’s works 
have become popular abroad do the elite deign to number 
him among their chosen authors.
Another cause of the decline of great literary produc­
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tions is the selfishness of many modern editors and pub­
lishers; they do nothing for art’s sake, but everything for 
the almighty dollar. The press of today is a tyrant; it can 
do what it pleases; any potlasher can acquire fame and 
fortune if he but have the good graces of an editor and the 
press; the editor knows that Americans care little or noth­
ing for serious or true poetry; let some dialect trash be set 
to rhyme and the press will find no difficulty in making it 
popular ; or allow some cold, soulless metre on some mod­
ern mechanic invention appear, and critics will endeavor 
to squeeze “poetic sentiment” out of it. Why? Mainly to 
keep their positions or have something to ; say for their 
salary.
They are seldom severe, for they tell us the days of 
cold, heartless criticism' have passed. If Byron were living 
today, he would have found no motive for writing his fa­
mous satire, because “criticism is milder today.” Nonsense. 
The fact is there are no critics worthy of the name, or if 
there be they are afraid to express their convictions; they 
go into so-called subtle analysis and phychologic dissection 
but in the end do not know themselves what they have 
said. What remedy may be applied to revive the lethargic 
form of poesy is a matter of great conjecture. It seems 
that our magazines could bring about the desired effect, 
but it would be difficult to make this clearly understood.
In the first place they should accept nothing that 
would cause the degeneration of the language; that is, 
never accept a story which is entirely or mostly composed 
of dialect dribble; in the case of poetry no dialect a t all 
should be suffered. Keep the language pure. Secondly, 
no production of either prose or verse that smacks too 
much of the sledge hammer iron progress of our. times 
should be admitted; leave arts and inventions to be treated 
by periodical scientific papers, of which there are many.
Finally, with regard to poetry, let them demand poems 
of some length; in this alone will true genius stand the 
test; the poetaster will soon find that he is on the wrong 
track, when he mounts Pegasus for a long journey.
That editors and publishers can accomplish the restor­
ation of true poetry is certainly possible, even if their fi­
nancial affairs do not improve much at first. They are 
blind in literary matters; at present the blind lead the 
blind; that is, most editors and publishers know as little 
about true literature as do the common folk.
Should this attempt at restoration ever be made, it 
will be a glorious period in the annals of American litera­
ture—an American renaisssance. Let the iron age give 
way to the golden, and if Fame ever crowned a worthy 
client, truly he or they, who are responsible for the period 
of true literary splendor, shall have their name embla­
zoned forever on “Fame’s unmouldering pillar.”—Albert 
J. Heil in The Scroll.
P H Y S IC A L  C O N D IT IO N S  A F F E C T IN G  A N IM A L  L IF E .
It has been said that “Life consists of action and re­
action between an organism and its environment.” The full 
‘■force of this statement is not at once apparent. For as far 
as personal experience can teach us the conditions of life 
and the structure of organisms seem stationary. Physical 
and structural changes are gradual, and, as our lives occu­
py such a minute part of the immensity of time, we can 
•appreciate neither cause nor effect, are totally unconscious 
of the forces about us counteracting one another.
Consequetly our knowledge of the development of 
life on the earth can be gained only by an exact study of
the conditions through which the earth has passed as re­
corded in its strata, and of the effects of these conditions 
on structure.
We have learned that the earth has passed from a 
molten mass through a vast variety of states to that of the 
present time. It has gradually cooled, being at one time en­
veloped in steaming vapors, at another covered with water, 
and still later more or less a marsh. The land has been 
upheaved and subsided many, many times. Comparatively 
recently the whole northern hemisphere was a sheet of ice.
However, these changes were very gradual, lasting 
thousands and thousands of years, and the structures of 
plants and animals were thus enabled to adapt themselves 
Of the details of these changes we learn by the fossils in 
the rocks, by embryonic development, by rudimentary or­
gans, and by a careful comparison of existing species.
According to the theory of evolution all life has orig­
inated in the single all of protoplasm, and by a process of 
development, largely affected by the surrounding physical 
conditions, has arrived at its present state.
Structural change is brought about in various ways. 
Only those animals can survive which can adapt them­
selves to their environment. If two species require the 
same food, the stronger will obtain that food, while the 
other must either cease to exist or adapt itself to other 
food and its structure must gradually conform to its neces­
sities. Thus it is that some animals are forced ro take to 
water, and others to land. Organs previously used now no 
longer needed, gradually degenerate, and consequently 
there is a divergence of species.
Although scientists have been unable as yet to trace 
out or explain all developments, especially of those forms 
now extinct,still they have done so in a number of instances 
enough to prove the truth of the theory to most minds.
For an illustration, many species of fishes possess an 
organ known as the “air bladder.” Some of these bladders 
contain gas, others air. It is supposed that by expansion 
and contraction they assist the fish to rise or sink in the 
water, thus enabling them to be more adroit. However 
other fishes, such as the shark and the mackerel, do not 
possess this organ and yet are expert swimmers. Apparent­
ly air bladders are not absolutely necessary.
In Australia and along the Amazon,fish are to be found 
which possess lungs, and use them for breathing. It is 
thought that this condition has been brought about in the 
following manner: In the Devonian and Silurian ages, the 
sharks were monarchs of the sea. Consequently the other 
fishes were driven into shallow places close to the shore. 
At that time the only land animals were insects, worms 
and snails, so that there were no enemies to attack them 
by land.
Fish of the present day are known to go on land, and 
even to climb trees for food, although they possess many 
land enemies. The water about the shores was most prob­
ably muddy, thus rendering gill breathing difficult; also af­
ter freshets pools containing fish may have been left inland 
to gradually dry up. Therefore by the necessities of the 
case lung development would result. And thus the “air 
bladder” of some fish and the lungs of those of Australia 
and the Amazon are explained.
There are certain little birds belonging to the wren 
and thrush species, which are known as Dippers, because 
they are peculiarly, though slightly modified, so as to oe 
able to fly under water. They possess dense and somewhat 
fibrous plumage, well adapted for resisting water, and pow­
erful feet with armed claws. They are to be found usually
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near rapid, rushing mountain streams, into which they live 
and fasten their claws about some rock, in order to seize 
beetles, caddis worms, and insect larvae.
At some remote period, when wrens and thrushes were 
numerous, and widely spread, food would become scarce, 
especially in the winter time. And many would be obliged 
to seek their food in rapid, rushing streams, which did not 
freeze over. Those with thin plumage would get wet and 
consequently frozen, while those with thick plumage would 
survive. This is further emphasized by the fact that there 
are certain thrushes of the present known as water thrush­
es, which wade into water after food, but make no attempt 
to fly under.
It is almost impossible to overestimate the influences 
of outer forces. Gravity affects the division of an egg. 
Water currents mould sponges, shells and corals. Those an­
imals whose organs give them the largest supply of oxygen, 
such as insects and birds, are the most active. Heat hast­
ens motion and development. Cold has the reverse effect, 
it checks activity, produces dwarf forms, coma, lifelessness. 
Many animals undergo seasonable changes, as the moult­
ing of birds. One species of which moults three times in a 
year. Winter and summer broods of butterflies often dif­
fer slightly. Most English dogs taken to India, do poorly, 
while the Newfoundland, which is of northern origin, can 
hardly be made to live.
Light affects the color of animals. Certain flat fishes, 
as flounders, swim with one side always uppermost. This 
side has a variety of colors, which on the underside are to­
tally lacking. The experiment of compelling the animal to 
turn the underside uppermost has been tried, with the re­
sult, that the colors have appeared on that side also.
Many animals assume the colors of surrounding ob­
jects for purposes of protection. Thus the chamelion can 
turn a number of colors, apparently at will, for when blind­
ed the colors do not occur. It is supposed to be produced by 
the sensitiveness of the nervous organism.
Many larvae and pupae are often colored as their sur­
roundings, but this is of a different nature, and is entirely 
involuntary.
The Red Grouse of England, varies a very little from 
the Willow Grouse of Europe. The principal difference be­
ing that that of Europe assumes a white plumage in winter, 
while that of England does not. It is thought that the two 
were identical when he British Isles were a part of the con­
tinent, but after the division, the Red Grouse being isolated 
and the winters of England comparatively free from snow, 
it lost its now dangerously conspicuous white plumage, and 
assumed the brownish tints of the heather. Moreover some­
times the grouse of Scotland have a few white feathers in 
winter. This is evidently a reversion, and confirms the sup­
position.
On the Madeira Islands where frequent and swift 
winds sweep the land, two species of insects are found, the 
counterpart of insects on the European shore, except that 
in the first case they are wingless, and in the second, the 
wings are stronger and larger. The explanation is this: In 
the first instance those insects which tried to use their 
wings were blown out to sea, while the wings of the sur­
vivors, which made no such efforts were degenerated.
In the second instance, the insect was obliged to fly to 
obtain its food from certain flowers, but only the strong 
winged were able to contend against the wind, consequent­
ly by a process of natural selection the wings of the in­
sects on the island became stronger and larger than those 
on the main land.
The theories of the physical conditions affecting nm» 
are very interesting. All the earliest traces of man ar© 
found in Asia, where alone the anthropoid apes exist. These 
apes are the most like man of all monkeys, and therefore 
are thought to have had a common ancestry.
All monkeys live more or less in trees, but man’s most 
distinctive physical feature is locomotion, therefore it is 
concluded that he could not have arisen in the forest, but 
must have begun his existence in the open plain, or the 
high plateaus of a temperate or sub-tropical zone, where 
cereals, game, birds and fish were plentiful.
The plateau of southwestern Asia is supposed to have 
been the place, and it is there that the Mongolian type or 
Yellow race is found. This color is thought to have been 
that of primitive man, and indeed it is the color of a large 
number of the world’s population today. Prom this plat­
eau man migrated into Africa, where the equatorial low 
lands modified his color and hair. He migrated northwest­
ward into Europe where the moist, cool climate made an 
opposite change. Indeed it has been proved by compara­
tive philology, that the language of the dark eyed, swarthy 
Hindoo, and that of the fair-haired, blue-eyed German were 
once identical.
And it is a well known fact that people of the tropics 
are, as a rule, dark, tanned by the sun, and of sluggish in­
tellects, those of the temperate zone are more or less fair 
and active in mind; while the northern people are dwarfed 
and degenerate, the effect of the extreme cold.
Thus it is that through the ages changes of physical 
conditions have reacted upon animald, forcing them into 
different habits, and altering their structure. Indeed this 
is so true that we can imagine animals on other planets to 
be totally unlike those on earth, the results of another en­
vironment ELOISE KNOWLES.
A R ID D L E .
She’d a waterfall upon her head,
A cateract in her eye,
A dainty ripple in her laugh,
. Whenever she passed by.
But very sad as it may seem,
She'd a “crick” within her back,
I Tho’ the dainty spring in her graceful walk. 
Was charming, that’s a fact.
Now all you little bright eyed girls,
And all you thoughtful boys,
( How many can tell, in answers quick,
Without making too much noise;
What could be “waterier” my little folks, 
When everything's been said,
(Though I know you’d never guess it),
Than a girl with a notion in her head?
K. C. W.
A N O T H E R  L IT T L E  JO LT.
It has already been remarked in the editorials how very 
urgent it Is that the students should contribute material 
to the Kaimin, but as we are not sure that anyone ever 
reads the editorials, we are going to say the same thing in 
a little more forcible language in this part of the paper.
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Our experience in getting up this first issue of the paper 
has been a most harrowing one. Every student of whose 
literary abilities the editors have had any idea whatever, 
has been asked to contribute to this number and only two 
have responded. As a  result the Kaimin contains this time 
an article taken bodily from another paper, in order to use 
up our required space. Now we do not believe in this kind 
of thing, and what is more we do not intend to do it again. 
Either we must have the co-operation of the students, or 
we must diminish the size of the paper, or stop it alto­
gether. The work is too heavy for the editors to do alone, 
and it is not the duty of the editors to fill up the columns. 
We have appealed to the students innumerable times,—un­
til they pay no attention to our appeals, in fact,-p£ and if 
we cannot impress them in one way we will have to in an­
other. This paper does not belong to the editors. They 
are not running it for their own glorification, and if the 
not take ‘enough interest in it to give us more enourage- 
ment, or some appreciation of our work for them, it is not 
to our interest to keep it up. We cannot understand what 
the trouble is—whether the students are afraid of criti­
cism, whether they have no self-confidence or whether 
they do not care what becomes of the paper. Whatever it 
is, it ought to be remedied. We wonder if the time will ever 
come in the history of th University when it will be con­
sidered an honor to be the author of an article in the Kai- 
min, as it is in other educational institutions. The dream 
is a thing beyond the bounds of possibility, judging from 
present indications. We lack University spirit, we lack the 
proper appreciation of our advantages, we have a totally 
erroneous idea of the obligations of college life. It should 
be the ambition of every student to make of the college pub­
lication a magazine of unusual literary excellence. Every 
student in the University should feel that he has a person­
al interest and ownership in the Kaimin. We do not know 
students in general, for whom the paper is maintained, do 
of any class or association of individuals who -are more 
fitted to suppojrt a literary publication as it should be sup­
ported, than a body of students whose whole time is being 
spent in research and investigation. Our work here is of 
an order to bring out the indivduality and develop the per­
sonal ability of every student, and the results should be 
made evident. From the other standpoint, the benefit to 
the individual, that is derived from exercising his powers 
through the columns of the paper is incalculable. But we 
have dwelt upon this side of the question until it is worn 
threadbare, and our own argumentative powers are almost 
in the same condition. We do not want to preach, but we 
do want the students to come to a realizing sense of what 
it means to run a paper of this kind—of the responsibility 
devolving upon the editors, of the extra work which must 
be expended upon it, and of the obligations of the students 
There is one thing that is self-evident: it is impossible for 
us to continue as we have been doing, and unless there is 
some improvement very soon, somthing must happen.
KATHRYNE WILSON.
In order to develop the various departments of kicking, 
drop, place and punting, Harvard will hold a foot ball-kick­
ing contest this spring or early fall. Cups will be awarded
to the most successful contestants, the judgments to be 
based on accuracy, height, length and distance of the at­
tempts.—Ex.
When the leaves begin to turn,
Then our heads begin to burn 
For dead men’s knowledge 
And we come back to college.
Martin Tucker’s many friends are glad to see him back.
Miss Ivy Boss is a new student at the University this 
year.
“Frederick” Ward is cultivating his talents at the Uni­
versity.
Elmer Woodman, of St. Regis, has returned to the Uni­
versity.
Our menagerie has been increased by an adition of two 
new beasts.
Miss Weber has charge of the library during the noon 
intermission.
William Cochrane of Red Lodge, is in attendance at the 
University for the first time.
Who moved the polls be closed when Ed. Williams was 
nominated as director for the Preps?
Miss Stella Greenough has gone east to enter the Na­
tional Park Seminary at Washington, D. C.
When walking to the University with a professor, a cer­
tain distance should be kept by the student.
Miss Jimmie Mills spent the summer at the Biological 
station studying ornithology and collecting specimens.
Homer McDonald, who so assiduously haunted the 
chemistry lab. last year, has accepted a position as assayer 
at Bearmouth.
Two hundred specimens of birds were collected by 
those attending the Biological station during the summer. 
The best have been placed in the museum.
After visiting several eastern cities Miss Edith Bick­
ford a former U. of M. student will enter Miss Brown's 
boarding school in New York city.
Fred Anderson and Laurence Ebert paid the University 
a visit last week but they looked in vain for familiar faces 
among the students who thronged the halls.
Many miss the familiar faces of Misses Fay Murray 
and Miriam Hatheway. Miss Murray is attending school 
in Indianapolis, and Miss Hatheway in Tacoma.
That things change in the course of time is an undis­
puted fact.; and we have it verified in our University cir­
cle. Miss Hubbell and Prof. Smith have been replaced by
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Miss Corbin and Pr-of. Harkins. Among the students also 
there are many new faces and fewer old ones.
Contribute to the columns of the Kaimin.
Miss Anabel Ross is another new student at the ’Var­
sity.
Miss Dobbins of Stevensville, also enters the Univer­
sity.
Miss Conklin of Kalispell, enters the Freshman class 
this year.
Miss Kathryne Wilson is at Mrs. Price’s, on the South 
side this winter.
Dr. Craig and' family have moved to the Bickford house 
on the South side.
Miss Zoe Bellew, ’99, has a position as teacher in the 
North Side school in the city.
Miss Mildred Corbin, sister of Prof. Corbin, has en­
tered the Preparatory department.
Miss Floy Olds, a former student of the ’Varsity, was 
greting her old friends one day last week.
Rev. Mr: Barnes, of the Congregational church, ad­
dressed the students at convocation, October 3.
Miss Nell Lewis, sister of Misses Mary and Sue Lewis, 
comes to the University from the city High school.
Mr. Ellis Sedman, former editor-in-chief of the Kaimin, 
returned recently to Harvard, for his second year.
Mr. Lawrence Ebert is another old student who has 
failed to appear in the ranks in response to roll call.
Mr. George Westby is out on the Geological survey, 
and will not return to the University until about November 
1st.
The ’Varsity was also honored by a visit from Hon. 
D. E. Folsom, Republican candidate for governor, this 
week.
Miss Cora Bovee, ex-94 has not returned to the Univer­
sity this year, but is pursuing a course at the Iowa State 
Normal.
Miss Herndon, the instructor in gymnastics and vocal 
music last year, has a position in one of the Grammar 
schools in the city.
Mr. Grice and Mr. Porter who addressed a large audi­
ence at the recent republican rally, were shown through the 
buildings last week.
Prof. Smith, who formerly presided in the chemical de­
partment, resigned the first of September to accept a posi­
tion in Utah, with a mining company.
Miss Reiley is in her former rooms in the Hammond 
block, and has banished her loneliness by taking Miss 
MjcBride, one of the city teachers, to share her domicile.
Miss Harwood of the Dillon Normal, Miss Pettibone of
Butte, and Mrs. Young of Butte, wife of Superintendent 
Young, were visitors at the University during institute 
week.
The Fort ball team has begun practicing on the Univer­
sity grounds, and we fully expect it to perch victory on our 
banner this year. Marcyes was elected captain and Blake 
manager.
At the first chapel Dr. Craig advised the students to 
keep on the walks. Two students endeavored to carryout 
this injunction to the letter, thereby causing the city mar­
shal considerable trouble.
Mr. Harkins the instructor in Chemistry, to succeed 
Prof. Smith, is from Stanford University Mr. Harkins has 
organized his classes, and the interrupted work has begun 
to run along smoothly once more.
Harold Blake has presented the University with a 
Phillipino officer’s sword, a Barong, and a Krisette—troph­
ies which he collected auring his service in the Islands. 
They have been placed in a cabinet in the library.
Misses Blanche and Bertha Simpson have really re­
turned to the University this week. There have been a doz­
en reports to that effect heretofore, all of which have been 
untrue. The friends of the young ladies are giving them a 
hearty welcome.
The “University Rapid Transit System” has again com­
menced operations and seems to be patronized liberaly. 
Someone ought to take a photograph of the canvas topped 
conveyance, and label it the University’s First Car line,” 
to be preserved for future generations.
The Whist club was entertained by Miss Bess Totman 
and Mr. George Wilcox Friday evening. Miss Alice Hathe- 
way and Lynn Kennedy won the head prizes, and Miss 
Craig and Ben Stewart the consolations. The next meeting 
will be at Miss Alice Hatheway’s home.
At chapel on Wednesday, October 3, Mr. Greenhood, of 
Anaconda, a recent arrival at the ’Varsity, entertained the 
students with a piano solo which received a hearty encore 
from the audience. Mr. Greenhood exhibits marked talent, 
and plays with much style and expression.
The Senior class of 1900-01 will be composed of the fol­
lowing students: Bertha Simpson, Estella Bovee, Mary
Lewis, Sue Lewis, George Westby, Hugh Graham, Kath­
ryne Wilson. Sidney Ward, and Jimmie Mills have not 
fully decided as to their work, but may join the class later.
Of the graduating class of nineteen hundred, three 
have entered eastern colleges. Miss Lou Knowles will 
study medicine at John Hopkins; Miss Gertrude Buck- 
house intends taking a course at the Chicago university, 
and Percy Rennick has entered a medical college in Ken­
tucky.
There is a mighty struggle going on in the minds of 
some of the preps.; so fierce is it that the victims have be­
come wan and haggard and they murmur constantly as 
they stride through the halls, gazing wildly about them as
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if seeking escape “Which, which?” The cause of this fright­
ful mental activity so seldom seen among such as they is 
to decide the momentous question as to which is harder 
and therefore less desirable, Latin or Biology.
The local editor intends to place a box in a conspicuous 
place in the library, to act as a recipient of locals. Any 
student who has an item of interest, is urged to contribute 
it. The box will be closed and labeled, with an opening 
through which the items may be slipped. This plan will 
be of great Benefit to the editor, and contribute vastly to 
the general character of the news.
Owing to the large increase in attendance at the U. 
this year, boarding places in the city are at a premium. One 
young lady and her mother evinced their interest in the 
University and their staunch determination not to be con­
quered by adverse circumstances, by living in a tent for a 
week or two, while waiting for a home, and that too, dur­
ing very disagreeable, rainy weather.
Miss Eunice J. Hubbell, former professor of literature 
in the University, was married on June 12th to Mr. Frank 
I. Ewing, of Greeley, Colorado. Mr. and Mrs. Ewing took 
an extensive wedding tour in the east and Canada, after 
which they returned to Boulder, Colorado, where Mr. Ew­
ing is pursuing a law course. Miss Hubbell made many 
friends while in Missoula, who wish her every happiness.
Professor Solloway has presented the University with 
40 bird’s nests. Of ajl the donations made to the institu­
tion this is the most pleasing to the students, far in their 
mind’s eye they perceive a sumptuous banquet laid for 
them some time in the future with these prepared in true 
nese fashion as the chief of the many delicacies the mu­
seum will contribute. Surely 40 is enough for all! And 
um-m won’t it be mum num !!
The preps have long endured their bondage in con­
temptuous silence and it is but right and just that they 
should rise up in their wrath and strive to cast off tlie 
gauling yoke of servile subjection which has been laid up­
on them by the heavy hands of tyrannical collegiate stu­
dents. Ground down under the iron heel of oppression, de­
nied equal rights and privileges, rebellion was inevitable. 
It was the old, old cry that has stirred more than one na­
tion to its very depths, dethroned more than one monarch 
s—-taxation without representation. Being free born Ameri­
cans, they but champion the same cause for which their 
forefathers fought, bled and died. With “Robert’s Rules 
of Order” as a weapon (the choice of which was wisdom 
beyond their ken), an army of lamb-like followers, led by 
three dictators—a Freshman, a Sophomore and a Junior, 
and with the war cry “We want two” upon their lips, the 
preps are girded for the fray. The day set for the battle of 
the down-trodden and much abused preps, versus the cruel 
and despotic collegiate students, is October 3. It will be a 
memorable day in the annals of the University, since it will 
be a struggle of might against right.
“Well, gentlemen,” remarked the president of the club, 
“motions are in order. It has been suggested that we have 
a banquet. What shall be done?” “Mr. President,” spoke
up the man-who-was-seldom-heard-from, “I move we dispose 
of it by laying it on the table.” The motion was carried.-— 
Philadelphia North American.
What a man seweth, that shall he also rip.—Ex.
T H E  C R E E D  OF T H E  P L A G IA R IS T .
He writeth best who stealeth best 
Ideas, both great and small;
For the great soul who wrote them first 
From Nature stole them all!
—Ex.
It is estimated that about five hundred students are 
earning their way through Harvard University, three hun­
dred of whom are in the college.—Lantern.
Homer didn’t write Greek;
His words were quite erratic.
So Xenophen got mad one day,
And put them in the Attic.
—Ex.
Teacher: Tommy, can’t you give me a sentence in 
which “but”is a conjunction?
Tommy: See the goat butt the boy. Butt is a conjunc­
tion, and connects the boy with the goat.—Baltimore Amer­
ican.
R A T H E R  S TR A N G E .
A learned man from o’er the sea 
Came seeking novel scenes,
And when he reached the H-U-B 
Was introduced to beans.
And all the people thought it queer,
And they did loudly roar,
To think this very learned seer 
Had not known beans before.
Carlyle Smith'.
The All-Ireland Ruby foot ball team is making ar­
rangements to visit America next fall. If games can be ar­
ranged it will play Yale, Harvard, Princeton, Columbia, 
Pennsylvania and Chicago.-^Lantern.
Into her hard, unyielding heart 
A little spark of love there came!
He blew himself, and lo!
The spark was made a flame!
—Detroit Journal.
When a mother tucks her boy,
Her baby and her joy,
In his little crib and gently then 
does rock it,
She does not stop to think 
That some day he will slink 
To “exams.” with his crib tucked
in his pocket. —Ex.
